The Tragedy 

Oh . say then who deed thou meane fhallbe her King ? 
X%Euen he that makes her Qjueene,who fliouldeife? 
®u. What thou ? 

Kf»g. I, euen l, what think e yonof itMaddam-? • 
^.Howcand thou woe her ? 

Kmg. That I would learne-of you, 

As one that were belt aquainted with her humor,- 
And wilt thou learne of rue 
King. Maddam with all my heart. 

On. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
Apaire of bleeding hearts , thereon ingtaue, 

Edward and -York* , then happily (he will weepe. 
Therefore prefent to her- , as fometimes Mar gut 
Did to my Fathers handkercheffe fteept in Rutlands blood 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her nottoloue, 

Send her a -dory of thy noble afts : 

Tell her thou mad’d away her vnckle Clarence, - 

Her Vncle R inert , yea and for her fa ke 

Madeft quicke conveyance with her good Aunt Anne. 

Come, come, ye mocke me, this is not the way 
Tc^vinne your daughter- 
0a,. There is no other way, 

Vpleffe thoucoulded put on fome other (Ttape>- 
^nd not be Richard , that hath done all tms. 

King. Tnferrefaire Englands peace byhis alliance* 

Oh. Which fhe fhall purchace with dill lading warre* 

• King* Say that'the King which may command, lntreacs. 
Oh. That aLher hands which the Kings king torbia. 
Tin *. Say fire fhall be a high %nd mighty Queene* 
J>#?Towaile the title as her mother doth. 

K >»£>Say I will louc hereuerlaftingly* 

Oh. But how long fhall that title euerlaft?- 
Sweetly inforce vnto her faire hues end. 

Cut But how long fairely fhall that title last . 
King-So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. 

Out So long as hell AndRichard likes pfit. 

Say 1 her Soueraigne amher fubied ioue» 
pfstm fhe yourfubiect loths fuch Soueraignty, ^ 


of Richard the Third. 

if/«.BeeIoquentinmybehalfetoher. 

Pm An honed tale fpeeds bed being plamcly told. 

Kin. Then inplainetermes tell her my Iouingtale- 
<9#.Plaine. and not honed is to harfh a ftxle, 

X*. Maddam your teafons are too lhallow and too 

Oh. O no, my reafons are to deepe and dead : (quicke. 
Too dee pe and dead poore infants in their grane, 

Harpe on it dill fhall I, till heart-drings breake, 

Kin. Now by my George,my Garter, and my Crown®. 
^«.Prophand,diflionou d,and the third vfurped- 
Kin. I fweare by nothing. 

Oh . By nothing, for this is no oath, 

1 he George prophan’d,hath :iod his holy honour : 

The Garter blemiflit, pawn’d his Knightly vertue : 

The Crowne vfurpt dilgrac’t his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wilt fweare to be belieued , 

Sweare then by fomething that thou had not wrong o 3 
Kin. Now by the world. 

Pu.Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

JO*. My fathers death. 

Pu. 1 hy felfe hath that difhonour’d. 

Kw. Then by my felfe* 

^gy.Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufed. 

Km. Why then by God. 

^a.Gods wrong is mod of all : 

If thou hadd fear'd, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnity the King thy Brother made, 

Had not beenebrokenjnor my brother flaine* 

If thou hadd fear’d to breake an oath by him. 

The imperiall mettall circling now my brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of mj£_child , 

And both the Princes h ad beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender playfellows for dud. 

Thy broken faith had made a prey fer wormes- 
Kin. By the time to come* 
pu,. That thou had wrong’d, in time orepaft. 

Foil my felfe haue many leaves to wadi 
Hereafter time for time, by the pad wrong’d. 

The children liue,whofe parents thou had flaughtered. 


